IN PATRIA POTESTATE

over his shoulder, 'and leave him to cool his heels till
we come back. That'll teach him what his duty is!'

I thought they might, and began to get violently
angry with them for being in a position to be able to
do that! But Giamund said: 'No, I won't. I've
smashed his wrist for him already, but he's not afraid
of me; he's too good for a Roman. Let's make him
a Goth, father!' Then he said to me: 'Will you be
a Goth, Cassian? We'll free you and give you a horse,
and then you can come with us willingly, and Uncle
shan't ever touch you again!'

But I was much too angry by then even to begin
considering it, and told him he'd better throw me on to
the road. 'Well,' he said, 'it's a good offer: take it or
leave it.' Then he told one of the men to bring up a
spare horse and cut the rope that tied my feet. I
mounted and rode on beside Giamund, holding the
reins with my left hand, I couldn't possibly have got
away.

When it got dark the road was going steadily down-
hill between pine trees; we camped among them and
slept, after Giamund had tied me to a tree with the
reins. We rode on in the early morning, eating bread
and raisins as we went; suddenly we got clear of the
woods on to a spur of the hills, and there was the
flat, reasonable plain, in front of us, towns and
cornfields, and my own great brown river with steep
hills at the far side. Soon we began to pass huts, and
a few peasants who ran away from us. Radimir led us
along by-roads till we came to a halt in a chestnut